thousands of small recollections of which he regrets to

find that he forgets some hundreds more every year/'

5   "Tristan Bernard invited us fo dinner in Cannes, at an

out-of-the-way restaurant, Madame Robert's, According
to iVl Bernard, this is the best1 small restaurant in Cannes,
and the amiable and obliging Madame Robert1 (who, by
the way, has an imposing and carefully-groomed gray
mustache) has the best wines for miles around/1

(I must remark about this jotting, as about all those that
follow, that it was Wanda's peculiar method of criticism
to praise all the people she mentioned If she did not like
them, she would neither speak nor write about them.)

f UM. tells me there was a time in his life when he never
spoke for four months. This was more than ten years ago.
M. lived from November to March in a hotel at Cannes,
Arriving there he was in a state that could almost be called
morbid depression. 1 !e had no acquaintances of any kind
in either Cannes or its surroundings,

V*

uAt first he was mute because he simply had no one he
could speak to, (He was alxvays passionately averse to
chance hotel acquaintances.) lie felt that this day-long
silence was good for his nervous condition, am! began to
enjoy it,

"Then he deliberately made a game of his taciturnity,
I !e took his meals at the hotel* 'Kvcn then I didn't need to
speak/ he explained, 'because noon urn! night the waiter
would show me the menu, am! I would simply nod assent/

124k prince.
